






5120 PAD DM IRA RLIREEDED NS SPER 





Hed oy coe p CE A RE 
LIBRARY CF PRINCETON 


JAN 2 6 2070 


THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY 


Library of Che Theological Senvinary 


PRINCETON - NEW JERSEY 


<5) 
FROM THE LIBRARY OF 
ROBERT ELLIOTT SPEER 





R154.B85 A3 1925 

Bulkley, Lucius Duncan, 
1845-1928 

"Ebenezer," I Samuel 7.12 
> notes on a busy life 





7 
f (2 (G25 


—_—— eet 





‘EBENEZER’ 


I Samuel 7.12 





~S 
ec yt 


Ui 








NOTES ON 
A BUSY LIFE 


4 


Ve 
L. Duncan BULKLEY, A.M., M.D. 


b 


LIBRARY OF PRINCETON 
JAN 2 6 2010 


THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY 


PRIVATELY PRINTED 








Copyrighted by sip oa 
L. Duncan Buuxuzy, A.M., MD. hy Ny 


- 


1925 HMM EK ORCI AS 


Digitized by the Internet Archive — 
in 2022 with funding from 
Princeton Theological Seminary Library 


™~ 


https://archive.org/details/ebenezerisamuel /700bulk 





BULKLEY GENEALOGY 


Rev. Peter Bulkley—I1st marriage—Jane Allen, issue: thirteen children. 


Driven by Archbishop Laud, from Odel, Bedford Co., England, came with congregation, 1630, and founded Concord, Mass. 


2nd marriage—Grace Chet(Chit)wood, issue: four children. 


Children by second marriage: 





| | 
Dorothy Peter 























Gershom-Sarah Chauncey Eliezer 
| | | | 
Catherine-Dorothy Charles Peter Edward-Dorothy Prescott John 
poet sgh | 
Charles-Mary Sage Elizabeth Sarah Rebecca 
; | io 
John-Honor Francis Gyles Benjamin Charles 
| ae | oie | l si 
John-Sarah Wright Honor William Elizabeth Francis Benjamin Sarah Edward Sara 
| ; rf 
John-Amelia-Martha Daggett Elizabeth (Patty) 
; fr: 
Henry Daggett Bulkley—Juliana Barnes Amelia Martha 
: | | ki 
Amelia Julia Henry Lucius-Kate Emma Mary 
Martha Wheeler Duncan | Mellick Matilda Daggett 
vee | 
Elizabeth Ayres Julia Lucius Constant Duncan Kathleen Kenneth 
married married married married married married 


Henry Harrington Janeway Edward V. Cox Edna Brunner Wynanda Boardman 


Jacob Jones Duncan Katherine W ynanda—deceased 
Katherine Bulkley James—deceased Constance Peter 

Elizabeth Bulkley John Dorothy Andrew 

Anne Edward Lucius Daniel Cornelia 

Julia Bulkley Vermylye, Jr. Dwight Hatfield Boardman 


Mary 
Margaret Caroline 


Nathan A. Smyth Mary Saunders 





Katherine | Janet 
William 

Elizabeth Mellick 

Anna Ayres 


Winifred 





“EBENEZER” 


I Samuel 7:12 
NOTES ON A BUSY LIFE 


O my dear children and grandchildren. 
In this, the eightieth year of my life, I 
want to put down for your help and en- 
couragement, an account of the wonderful way in 
which my God has led me and helped me all my 
long life, ever since I was born, on January 12, 
1845. If any others should read this I pray that 
they will not think me egotistic in my frequent use 
of “I,” “me,” and “mine,” for only thus can I 
make matters clear, that my motto has long been 
“TI can do all things through Christ which 
strengtheneth me,” Philippians 4:18, and all I 
have accomplished has been the result of con- 
stantly answered prayer for God’s guidance and 
help. 

As I have thought out on my bed, very often, 
of the wonderful way that God has led me, I have 
felt that I wanted all my six children and their 
wives and husbands, and my twenty-four living 
grandchildren (two others having gone to a bet- 
ter land in childhood), to know and understand 
what God can and will do for and with one who 
wholly trusts in him. As I have thought it all 
over I find that God’s dealings relate to five phases 
of life, 1. Physical, 2. Spiritual, 3. Intellectual, 


4. Sociological, and 5. Financial. And of each of 
these I wish to speak. 

For in each step of my life I have actually felt, 
time and again, God’s guidance by His Holy 
Spirit, so that I have sung out (when alone) : 


“In each event of life how clear 
Thy ruling hand [I see, 

Each blessing to my soul more dear 
Because conferred by Thee.” 


And about the greatest blessing I have had, these 
more than fifty years of my sweet married life, 
has been your dear mother and grandmother. 
May all of you always have such a dear, godly 
associate and helpmeet, in your journey through 
life. Very early in our married life we agreed to- 
gether to keep two permanent boarders, they were 
Mr. and Mrs. “Bear” and “Forbear,” and they 
have proved good companions, and at times good 
helpers. 


PHYSICAL 


OR many years I have thought of, and often 
| Pheaatoe as I was going to sleep at night, a 
couplet which I found somewhere long ago: 
“Yea o’er me, o’er me He watcheth, 
Ceaseless watcheth, day by day, 
Yea e’en me, e’en me He snatcheth 
From the dangers of the way.” 
and on waking I have jotted down the various 
wonderful ways in which my life has been spared, 
which I must recount. 

1. When I was about 5 years old, I remember 
it well, during a summer when mother took. us 
children to a country farm-house, I climbed up in 
a large cherry tree. In some way I lost my hold 
and fell headlong. If I had struck the ground I 
should certainly have been killed, by striking on 
my head. But my legs caught on some lower 
branches, head downwards, and I remember well 
how my uncle George Barnes, my mother’s 
brother, lifted me down safely by the shoulders, to 
the joy of everybody. 

2. When I was 10 to 12 years old I spent about 
a year with my grandfather, dear old Wheeler 
Barnes, a godly man, and my two maiden aunts, 
Maria and Emma Barnes, both gone to glory, at 
Rome, Oneida County, New York. An out-build- 
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ing was in progress of construction, and I fool- 
ishly climbed up, holding on to some strips tacked 
lightly across a window, to hold it in position, 
when one gave way, and I fell some distance back- 
ward, striking my head on a projecting beam. I 
was carried into the house unconscious, and re- 
mained so for some time, and it was thought that 
my skull must have been broken, and that I would 
die. But I remember how I woke up, after a while, 
and the delight of my aunts, Maria and Emma 
Barnes, who were watching over me, and there 
were no bad results. 

3. During the same visit, on running through a 
narrow lane, at the back of the house, a strange, 
very large dog seized me and tore my leg. It was 
feared that he was mad, and there was great anx- 
iety for a while, but all healed up and I did not get 
hydrophobia. 

4. When I was a little older, at home, I sud- 
denly had an attack of what we now know as ap- 
pendicitis, then called peri-typhlitis. With this I 
was very sick for fully six weeks, and my life was 
continually despaired of. My father, who was a 
physician, had several of the very best physicians 
and a surgeon attend me, but this was long before 
the operations on appendicitis were practiced, and 
I was kept insensible on large doses of laudanum, 
every two hours, and my mother and sister Julia, 
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and her two friends, the Misses Blake, watched me 
day and night; as this was before the days of 
trained nurses. A large abscess developed on the 
right side, and while the surgeon fcared to even 
lance it, it suddenly disappeared, and all broke 
inside, and discharged through the bladder. When 
I recovered, Dr. Alonzo Clark, perhaps New 
York’s greatest physician, who attended me, lec- 
_ tured on my case, when I was a medical student, 
saying that he had seen one similar case who thus 
recovered. 

5. When I was a little older, my Sabbath School 
teacher, Dr. George E. Post, who afterwards be- 
came a well known missionary, at Beirut, Syria, 
took me with some friends of his in a canoe, as 
they started on a camping expedition. As we pad- 
dled along, suddenly the canoe upset, and all of us 
were thrown into the water; I was not conscious of 
our upsetting, nor of my drowning. When the 
others got to land they missed me, and they dove 
for me, and brought me up unconscious. After 
working a while over me I recovered, and was able 
to return home with my Sabbath School teacher, 
but my watch had stopped under the water. 

6. When I went to Yale College in 1862, I 
worked hard in the gymnasium and became one of 
the strongest men in my class, and had one or two 
heavy falls, but without serious damage; I went on 
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the boat crew, which later rowed against Harvard, 
but I never learned to swim. In a local race, in the 
New Haven harbor, six of us went out in a shell, 
for a race, when a high wind arose, and just before 
we turned the buoy, two or three miles from the 
dock, the boat, which had been filling with water, 
sank under us; but balancing with our long spruce 
oars on the water, we sat in water up to our waists 
until rescued by a sailboat, and all arrived at 
home safe. 

7. After graduating I studied medicine in the 
College of Physicians and Surgeons, and passed a 
written competitive examination, and entered the 
House Staff of the New York Hospital, before I 
received my diploma. I worked very hard all day, 
and in the evening worked in a little laboratory at 
home, where I was poisoned by the gas fumes of a 
gas stove, gas light, and fumes from laboratory 
work, and, early in my service, I broke down with 
a very severe attack of acute Bright’s disease, 
which is often fatal. I had to leave the hospital 
for several months, and, then soon after returning 
to work, I had a second attack of acute Bright’s 
disease, but after some weeks I was able to finish 
the hospital course, in 1869, and went to Europe 
the same day to study dermatology. Fifteen or 
twenty years later, while traveling with Lillie and 
Yula in the Yellowstone Park, I had a third at- 
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tack of acute Bright’s disease, all of which left me 
with chronic Bright’s disease up to the present 
time, as repeatedly shown, even recently, by tests 
of able physicians. One of the doctors who exam- 
ined me, not long ago, and in lecturing, spoke of 
my case, said that he had never heard of such a 
case, where a patient lived 50 years with the di- 
sease. But God, who has always been my protec- 
tor, knew better, and my life was again spared. 

8. About 25 years ago I was taken with a most 
severe bronchitis, and was attended by the late Dr. 
Loomis, celebrated for lung treatment. I remem- 
ber well how terribly sick I was, in bed, coughing 
day and night, and sweating profusely. I remem- 
ber Dr. L. saying to me, “Dr. Bulkley, if this goes 
much further, and attacks the lung tissue, you will 
die.” I asked him how to stop it, and he said “I 
don’t know, I have done all that I can.”’ Mother’s 
brother, Andrew Mellick, came in and said, ““Why 
don’t you go to Bermuda?” I said “I would go 
anywhere, as I must die here.” So the next day 
he found that the steamer left the following after- 
noon, and mother and he arranged matters and I 
was carried down to the steamer within 48 hours. 
The trip and the climate there, with some medica- 
tion, made me entirely well, and I was home again 
within three weeks. On the way home we had a 
frightful storm, and it seemed as if the boat, with 
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its heavy deck load, would capsize, with the ter- 
rific rolling and slow recovery; but it weathered 
the storm. And that ship did go to the bottom 
within two or three years. 

9. In going alone to Alaska 80 or so years ago, 
I missed the steamer Ancon, on which I expected 
to sail, and took the next one, Corona, a staunch, 
iron, screw steamer. The steamers met at Juneau, 
and going over the Ancon, in dock, I said to a 
friend that I was glad to have escaped that old, 
wooden, side-wheeler, for, said I, “if she strikes a 


rock she will go down.” 


This did happen on her 
return trip, while I was safe on the Corona. About 
the same time I had agreed to go on a trip to 
Nicaragua, with those interested in a canal route 
there, instead of Panama. At the last moment 
mother was quite sick with diphtheria, and I tele- 
graphed to the friend who invited me that I would 
not go. That ship struck a coral reef in the 
Caribbean Sea, and went down. ‘Two other ves- 
sels have sunk on voyages subsequent to my havy- 
ing sailed in them. On our trip to the Philippines, 
when mother and I went around the world, our 
little boat passed through a frightful cyclone, 
which the captain told me that he had recorded as 
No. 9 in the grade of 10, next to the highest, in 
severity. In our voyage around the world we had 
several close calls in landing in small boats. 
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10. But the most marvelous escape occurred 
eight or ten years ago, when mother was absent 
from home, at a sanitarium, after a severe illness. 
It was on a very stormy day in April, when I 
crossed 4th Avenue at 23rd Street. The wind was 
fierce, and the rain terrific. I had crossed the 
avenue safely, and turned down town to the oppo- 
site corner, to take a car up to my home. I did 
not see, or perhaps did not heed, the signal of the 
officer, when a horse came galloping on the car 
track, against the fierce easterly storm, and hid- 
den by a car going in the opposite direction. He 
struck me with his head and chest, and one pole of 
the wagon, and in some way I was thrown directly 
under the wagon, with my right arm sticking out, 
all in a moment, my umbrella and hat flying off in 
the mud. The policeman saw it, and cried out to 
his fellows, as he told me, “‘A man killed on my 
crossing.” I was not killed but pretty well stunned, 
and the rear wheel passed over my right fore arm. 
Providentially the bones were not broken, but the 
arm was badly lacerated, as the wagon was lightly 
laden. With the help of the policeman, who wanted 
to call an ambulance, I was able to reach a car 
and ride to my door, 531 Madison Avenue, though 
suffering greatly all the way. With some careful 
treatment I was able to be again in my office in 
a day or two—with a very thankful heart to God, 
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for my marvelous escape, from this and from the 
many other perilous positions in which I have 
been placed. 

So you see from all this why, as I go to sleep at 
night, I repeat the couplet: 


‘Yea o’er me, o’er me He watcheth, 
Ceaseless watcheth day by day, 
Yea e’en me, e’en me He snatcheth, 
From the dangers by the way.” 


SPIRITUAL 


CAN never be thankful enough for the way 

I that God has led me along spiritual lines, and 
I commonly repeat when first going to bed: 
“He leadeth me, O blessed thought, 

O words with heavenly comfort fraught, 
What ere I do, where ere I be, 
Still *tis God’s hand that leadeth me.” 

The first thing I thank God for is a godly an- 
cestry. Rev. Peter Bulkley, from whom we are all 
descended, and of whom my grandchildren are the 
tenth generation, as shown by the chart printed 
herewith, came with his whole congregation to this 
country from England, shortly after the May- 
flower. He was driven from Odell, which we visited 
in Bedford County, between Oxford and Cam- 
bridge, by the Catholic Arch Bishop Laud, by 
whom dissenters were being burned. They wished 
freedom to worship God according to their con- 
sciences, led by a study of the English bible. My 
mother’s family were also of godly, New England 
ancestry, with the fear and love of God as a firm 
foundation of their lives. 

2. The next thing I thank God for was my 
early bringing up along godly lines. As a child I 
was taught at my mother’s knees the holy scrip- 
tures, and I well remember listening at mother’s 
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door as she agonized with God for me, when I had 
been a naughty boy. Ruskin once said “Every 
greatness that there has been in any thought of 
mine, whatever I have done in my life, has been 
simply due to the fact that, when I was a child, my 
mother daily read with me a part of the Bible, and 
daily made me learn part of it by heart.” And I 
can say the same. Also until we separated as a 
family we always had morning family worship, in 
spite of any supposed want of time; and on the 
Sabbath day we had also evening family prayers, 
after which we would sit and sing from memory 
sacred hymns. I remember how, as a very small 
child my mother would tie my neck ribbon and 
send me off to the infant class, in the gallery of 
the church, in Bleecker Street, where the devout 
Dr. Erskine Mason was the pastor. When that 
church building was torn down we went to the 
Mercer Street church, where the godly Dr. Pren- 
tis was the pastor. I remember well my Sabbath 
School teacher, Mr. Theodore B. Bronson, who 
tried hard to lead us boys to Christ, and who had 
us learn and recite long passages in the gospels; 
he was very strict in marking the attendance, rul- 
ing the lines in the class book, with great care, 
saying that everything done in God’s work must 
be as well done as possible. 

When we moved to 22nd Street, when I was 
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about 18, we went to the Fourth Avenue Presby- 
terian Church, where dear old Dr. Joel Parker 
was pastor. I remember well how he gathered us 
boys and girls in a catechism class on Saturday 
mornings, where we learned and recited the West- 
minster catechism, beginning with the question, 
‘What is man’s chief end,” with the answer, 
*“Man’s chief end is to glorify God, and to enjoy 
him forever.” 

Dr. Howard Crosby, that grand man of God, 
was the pastor who soon succeeded Dr. Parker, 
and I can remember yet some of his forcible ser- 
mons. ‘The Wednesday evening prayer meeting, 
which we children always attended, was full and 
interesting, and very spiritual. 

It was when in this church that I had Dr. 
George Post, an earnest Christian, as my Sabbath 
School teacher. He was afterwards a well known 
missionary in Beirut, Syria. It was he who helped 
save and resuscitate me when I was drowned by 
the upsetting of a canoe with others. When I was 
a little older, still a boy, I went to the Mission 
School of the Church, under Mr. Ralph Wells, a 
most godly and devoted superintendent, had a 
class and played the piano some. Mr. Wells, I 
think, devised the plan of printing the words of 
hymns with stencils, on wide banners, and taught 
me how to make them, and I made some for that 
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school, and subsequently for many schools with 
which I was connected until I was in middle life, 
probably a good many hundred. ‘There was 
another Mission connected with the Church, Faith 
Mission, in the slums of the lower East Side, in 
Fifth Street, where I then worked for some years, 
playing the organ and leading the singing, teach- 
ing a class of boys, with whom I had a lovely 
prayer meeting after school. The superintendent 
was a very inefficient man, and I was selected to - 
ask him to resign, which he did willingly, and a 
most godly man, Mr. Cummings, took charge. I 
well remember that his wife was very sick with pneu- 
monia, and not expected to live. We had a teach- 
ers meeting on a Thursday night at his house, and 
we prayed earnestly that Mrs. Cummings’ life 
might be spared; she was a devoted Christian and 
a great helpmeet. A few days after I met Mr. 
Cummings, and asked about his wife, and his reply 
was “In the same hour the fever left her,” and I 
learned that while we were praying, at about 9 
o’clock, she suddenly exclaimed, ““Why, what has 
happened? I feel well,” and sat up, and recovered 
very promptly. This encouraged us teachers 
greatly, and showed that God certainly answers 
prayer. 

TI was then called to the Phelp’s Mission, up 
town, where I taught and played the organ and 
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led the music until I went to Yale College, in 1862. 
Although I had been a Christian for many years, 
I had never professed Christ in public, or joined 
the church, which I did early in my college course, 
joining the College Church, and in New Haven 
taught in a Mission School, led by an upper class- 
man, Henry A. Stimson, who afterwards became a 
prominent pastor in New York City. This early 
coming out for Christ helped me much in resisting 
many of the temptations besetting college life. 
Graduating from college in 1866, I began to 
study medicine at once, in the College of Physi- 
cians and Surgeons, finishing in 1868, but not re- 
ceiving my degree until 1869, as I had taken some 
medical work while at Yale College, but enough 
time to get a degree had not elapsed until 1869; 
however, I passed a competitive written examina- 
tion for the New York Hospital in 1868, and was 
House Physician when I graduated from the Med- 
ical College, in 1869. While on the Interne Staff 
of the hospital I was attracted by the newspaper 
account of John Allen, said to be the wickedest 
man in New York, who kept a liquor store in 
Water Street, and who was converted after some 
Salvation Army lassies had prayed in his saloon. 
Going down to Water Street I found that a few 
faithful Christians had established a mission there, 
and soon I was made superintendent of the Sab- 
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bath School, which I cared for every Lord’s day 
morning, until my hospital course was finished and 
I sailed the next day, in August, 1869, to study 
dermatology abroad. While in Vienna I attended 
the service held by a Scotch Presbyterian minis- 
ter, who was there on a mission to the Jews, and 
played for the English service and led the singing 
until I left for Paris. There, by chance, or God’s 
providence, while attending the American chapel, 
I was asked one day to take the place of some one 
to conduct a religious service in an outlying dis- 
trict. What was my amazement, on being con- 
ducted to the place, to find that it was an Epis- 
copal Church, and I had to conduct the service, 
and preach, as best I could, to a full congregation, 
with a large girls’ school sitting just beneath the 
pulpit, which was of the ordinary Episcopal type, 
up a winding stairway. But “God never yet for- 
sook at need, the soul that trusted Him indeed,”’ 
and with an earnest prayer for His Holy Spirit I 
was enabled to go through the service and give a 
simple, plain, evangelical talk, the substance of 
which I have quite forgotten. 

Returning from Europe I was married on May 
28, 1872, and we went to live in 150 West 48th 
Street, and joined the church in West 42nd 
Street, of which the godly Rev. Mr. W. W. Newell 


was pastor, in which I was made an elder. There 
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we soon found ourselves in a mission recently es- 
tablished in a most dreadful old warehouse shed, 
to which we gave the name of Mispah Mission, 
where I was made superintendent; this was after- 
wards adopted by the 57th Street Church, and a 
building built for it, in West 57th Street, where I 
have visited what is still called Mizpah Mission. 

Moving from 48th Street to 26th Street, and as 
the 42nd Street Church was soon sold, by the 
owner who had built it, and the congregation dis- 
banded, we joined the Church of the Covenant, 
35th Street and Park Avenue, of which Rev. Mar- 
vin R. Vincent was pastor, who was succeeded by 
Dr. McIlvaine, and we lived at 1 East 38rd 
Street. I then went to Covenant Mission, with 
Mr. J. Cleveland Cady as Superintendent, and 
taught there, also playing the piano and leading 
the singing for many years. 

Moving to 4 East 87th Street, where we lived 
almost 20 years we joined the Brick Church, where 
Dr. Henry J. Van Dyke had just become pastor, 
and where I was made a deacon, and later enjoyed 
for a year the wonderful services of the saintly 
Dr. Maltbie D. Babcock, who followed Dr. Van 
Dyke. During these years I went to its mission, 
in West 35th Street, which afterwards became 
Christ Church. There I taught classes and played 
the piano, leading nearly 1000, for about 10 
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years, with dear Daniel Holden as Superinten- 
dent, from which I was called to be the superin- 
tendent of the Brick Church home Sabbath School. 

Soon I was attracted to a mission work, started 
by Rev. H. M. Tyndall, who gave up a pastorate, 
and started, without funds or friends, an inde- 
pendent work in a deserted ribbon factory in East 
102nd Street, moving later to a hired store, in 
which I was superintendent of the School in the 
afternoon, altogether about 10 years. While I 
was in charge of the Brick Church Sabbath School 
I interested them in Mr. Tyndall’s work, and they 
gave me for it $25. Mr. T. had often spoken of 
wanting to have a church, but had no funds or no 
church backing; and as all of his gifts had been 
very small, I suggested that this $25 should be 
put in a Savings Bank, and that he should an- 
nounce in his little paper called “The People’s 
Tabernacle” that the fund for a church building 
had been started. This little weekly paper pub- 
lished ever since for 30 years, and which is now 
called the “Little Evangelist,” kept the announce- 
ment prominent, and sums were added, until finally 
a church building, parsonage, missionary home, 
and a building to house working girls, were built, 
one after the other, and the property is now 
valued at $250,000, free from debt and with an 
endowment fund. 
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Later a young men’s Bible Class was offered me, 
in the Church of the Strangers, in West 57th 
Street, of which Rev. Mr. Blackburn was the 
godly pastor, which class finally had an enrollment 
of about 50, with an attendance of 25 to 30, which 
I held until I started on a trip around the world in 
1909, for nearly a year, to visit my son, Dr. L. C. 
Bulkley, a medical missionary in Tap Tieng, Siam. 
On this trip Mrs. Bulkley and myself visited 
many mission stations all over the Far East, 
where I spoke in many countries, with an inter- 
preter, and saw much of the wonderful work done 
by the godly missionaries in Korea and elsewhere. 
Soon after returning I went for my Bible Class, 
but found another good teacher in my place, and 
so I looked for other work, and for a year I vis- 
ited many Sabbath Schools of different denomina- 
tions generally twice a day, giving missionary 
talks. 

Just then a new mission work was being started 
in a tent in East 106th Street, in a neglected 
Italian district, and I joined heartily in the ef- 
fort. After being in uncomfortable quarters in 
an abandoned banking house, the Presbytery of 
the city built the Church of the Ascension for the 
Italians, at 340 East 106th Street, and after a 
while I took a small class of six or seven boys and 
girls, which the pastor called his, but seemed 
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rarely to care for; and this in a year or two grew 
into the “Bible Success Band” which I carried on 
for seven years, with an enrollment of about 70 in 
all. In the morning I had the boys in a Bible 
Class, from 9:30 to 11, giving the girls to a lady 
teacher. At 11 o’clock the boys and girls formed 
the church choir of about 25, and, by the instruc- 
tion from my son Duncan, on Wednesday evening, 
they learned to sing in four parts, and even did 
singing without the organ, during the collection. 
At 8:30 we all came together as the “Bible Suc- 
cess Band,” with from 25 to 30 or more, staying 
until 6:30, with great enjoyment. We started a 
Gideon’s band of three, to work in the neighbor- 
hood, distributing copies of the gospels, in various 
languages, on Saturdays, with cards inviting every 
one to the service in the church, which added to it 
greatly, even sometimes crowding the church. The 
New York Bible Society furnished the books, and 
the first year they distributed about 4200 copies, 
the next year about 3200, and the third year 
again about 4200, making a total of nearly 12,- 
000 visits to separate families. Each Sunday the 
various committees, with the Gideon’s band, re- 
ported their work. During the existence of the 
‘Bible Success Band” the members were asked to 
bring sketches of a pin, as the Christian Endeavors 
have a pin; a lot of sketches were brought in, 
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of which a committee of the Band members, boys 
and girls, selected one, from which one of the boys, 
who was a jeweler’s assistant, made a pin, which 
afterwards was accepted by the Presbyterian Pub- 
lishing Board, as the official pin of the organiza- 
tion, which existed in many countries. This has 
since been made and advertised as the official pin, 
and worn in China, Australia, and elsewhere. The 
Bible Success Band was dissolved in May, 1918, 
owing to unfortunate occurrences in the Church, 
which need not be entered upon. 

In 1907 my son, Lucius Constant Bulkley, 
joined the Student Volunteer Missionary move- 
ment, with my hearty endorsement, and has been 
a medical missionary in Siam ever since, return- 
ing here on a furlough nine years ago, and again 
this past year. Early in his missionary work I 
sent a trained nurse, a Danish girl, Miss Chris- 
tensen, who was most effective, to aid him in open- 
ing his hospital, and training native nurses, and I 
cared for her several years, until the Board 
wanted her, as their own. 

During the summers, for over 30 years past, 
we have been living in Norfolk, Conn., where I 
went on Friday afternoons, necessitating a neg- 
lect of my New York work, for which I secured 
and paid workers from the Bible Teachers Train- 
ing School, now the Biblical Seminary, so that the 
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work was faithfully carried on; during these sum- 
mers, with the help of mother, and all the children, 
we held evangelical meetings in a school house, 
until interfered with by Catholic influence, and 
then elsewhere. I also had Bible Classes in the 
Presbyterian or Methodist Church, for several 
summers. 

In mentioning all these religious activities I 
claim no personal excellence, but give all the glory 
to God, for with much prayer I continually asked 
for His Holy Spirit’s guidance, and simply could 
not do otherwise, remembering Paul’s injunction 
(Romans 12:1), “I beseech you therefore, breth- 
ren, by the mercies of God that ye present your 
bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto 
God, which is your reasonable service.” and Paul’s 
explanation, which carried him through all his 
vicissitudes (Philippians 4:13), “I can do all 
things through Christ, which strengtheneth me.” 


INTELLECTUAL 


WAS a very ordinary boy in my studies, never 

particularly backward, but never very high in 

my class: I do not know that I ever took a 
prize. I entered Yale College in 1862 at the age 
of 17, and passed in without a condition. I was 
brought up to “Remember the Sabbath day to 
keep it holy,” and when the other boys were 
cramming on Sunday for the entrance examina- 
tion on Monday, I refused to look at a book, or 
plan my studies on that day, but I passed the ex- 
aminations successfully, without a condition. In 
college I did mediocre work, never having a condi- 
tion, but never a high standing, and graduated 
successfully in 1866, with just the average neces- 
sary marks. I did no literary work, seldom writ- 
ing a composition, and am ashamed to say that I 
copied some compositions of others in a different 
division of the class, especially those of Hamilton 
Cole, who was a brilliant writer. Also I never en- 
tered in public debate, although I belonged to a 
literary society, Linonia, where my room-mate, 
Jack Davenport, spoke often. 

When I had graduated and began the study of 
medicine, matters seemed different, and I had a 
practical incentive to study. I had, however, a 
pretty poor medical education, along the older 
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methods, where we had only lectures, which were 
often only the exact repetition of what we had 
heard the year before, with no quizzes or labora- 
tory work; and I never looked through a micro- 
scope in the Medical College, but only a little 
through an old French instrument of my father’s, 
at home. As I had pretended to study with a phy- 
sician in New Haven, during my last college year, 
and did a very little dissection there, this was al- 
lowed as part of my medical course, so that I was 
allowed to pass an examination at the end of two 
years; the regular course was then three years, 
and in 1868 I was licensed to practice, and en- 
tered a competitive written examination (the first 
ever held) and entered on the House Staff of the 
New York Hospital in 1868. But I could not get 
my medical degree until 1869 when I was already 
House Physician (owing to shortage in the time 
claimed at New Haven), and graduated from the 
hospital in August, 1869. During the early part 
of my service in the hospital my work was devoted 
entirely to taking thermometrical observations 
(about the first in this country), and I wrote my 
graduation thesis on **The Use of the Thermom- 
eter in the Study of Disease, and the Advantages 
to be Derived Therefrom.” This I finished the 
night when my Interne Service at the New York 
Hospital ended, and the day before I sailed for 
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Europe, to take up my studies in Vienna, Paris, 
and London, on Diseases of the Skin. This thesis 
was awarded the Stevens triennial prize of $200, 
and I have it now bound in my library ; this money 
prize helped in my expenses abroad, for my father 
was not rich. 

My Heavenly Father’s guidance was again very 
clear in regard to my work abroad. Travelling with 
my brother, when I reached Lucerng, I said to him 
suddenly, “I want to see Lake Lucerne,” but he 
did not wish to do this, and we agreed to meet at 
Basle, on a certain day, and we parted hurriedly. 
In some way we missed each other, and only met 
in New York, a year or so later. A boat was at 
the railroad station, and I rushed aboard, with my 
bag in hand, and we were off at once, for the won- 
derful sail. As I wandered over the boat, not 
understanding the language spoken on all sides, I 
heard a couple speaking English, a Dr. Trueheart 
and wife, from Texas. Joining them I found that 
they had just come from Vienna, and they di- 
rected me to look up a young medical man, at No. 
7 Schloesselgasse, a Dr. Theodore Schott, who 
afterwards became famous as a developer of the 
Nauheim baths. I saw him at once on my arrival, 
took lodgings next his room, and he became my 
teacher, as I did not know a word of German. The 
next day he took me to the Allgemeine Kranken- 
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haus, the great hospital, where the famous Dr. 
Ferdinand Hebra taught skin diseases. I entered 
with him, and with other teachers in different di- 
seases, and the next day I was fully occupied all the 
time from 7:30 a.m. I could not understand a word 
at first, but with constant use of a pocket diction- 
ary, looking up any word I could catch, I picked 
up colloquial German in a few weeks, eating at 
noon alone in a German restaurant, and studying 
the menu with my dictionary. Every evening I 
had a lesson from Dr. Schott, and began at once 
translating the newest skin book, by Dr. Isidor 
Neumann, Dr. Hebra’s assistant, who afterwards 
became famous. With a grammar and dictionary 
I wrote out. everything, as I translated it with my 
teacher, and in some weeks an old friend, Dr. 
Fred. Curtis, of Albany, came in, who suggested 
that I keep the sheets, and publish a translation 
of it, as there was no recent book in the United 
States on dermatology. This I did, but on re- 
turning home, I found that there was a second 
edition of the German out, so I had to do some of 
it over again. I then had it published in 1872, by 
Appleton, as Dr. Neumann’s Handbook of Skin 
Diseases, of 466 pages, with copious notes on 
treatment, partly from the practice of my father, 
which latter matter was lacking in the original, 
and it had an immediate sale. Returning home I 
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at once commenced the practice of dematology, 
there being very few in that line of practice in the 
United States. 

In 1875 I started the Archives of Dermatology 
which I continued, until 1883, eight years, quar- 
terly. Much of it I wrote myself, and had the 
assistance of collaborators, collecting abstracts of 
material from other journals. In 1883 I felt that 
the specialty of dermatology was pretty well es- 
tablished and I voluntarily stopped its publica- 
tion, after having put in it over $2500, above all 
receipts from subscriptions and advertisements. 

In 1880 I was invited by Dr. W. W. Keen of 
Philadelphia, to write one of a series of twelve 
American Health Primers, entitled “The Skin in 
Health and Disease,” of 148 small pages, for the 
manuscript of which the publisher paid the modest 
sum of $75. The book had a large sale, of many 
impressions, and, when I last heard, there had been 
a sale of 10,000 copies, yielding a great profit to 
the publisher. This book was stolen in England, 
and made one of a “Long Life Series,”’ without the 
author’s name, and widely sold; the copy I have 
before me was bought by a patient from a newsboy 
on a train coming from Montreal. 

In 1881 I published a large book on Eczema 
and its Management, with an English copyright 
copy, which was also published in London, by J. 
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and A. Churchill; the work had a good sale, with 
two subsequent rewritten editions. 

In 1882 I published a “Manual of Skin Dis- 
eases,” of 312 pages, with an analysis of 8000 con- 
secutive cases, which went through four editions, 
and in 1912 was rewritten, in 286 large pages, as 
a “Compendium of Diseases of the Skin,” based on 
an analysis of 80,000 consecutive cases. 

In 1894 I issued a large book of 398 pages on 
“Syphilis in the Innocent” (Syphilis Insontium), 
to which was awarded, by the College of Physi- 
cians of Philadelphia, in 1891, the Alvarenza 
prize of $200 “for the best memoir on any medical 
subject”; Dr. W. W. Keen, Chairman of the Com- 
mission told me that there were about 500 memoirs 
presented. Counting the above mentioned works 
I have published in all some 15 bound volumes on 
skin affections, besides some hundreds of journal 
articles, prior to my retiring from this practice, 
and taking up the “Medical Treatment of Can- 
cer” alone, in 1920. In 1906, on the 40th anni- 
versary of my graduation from Yale College, I 
sent to its library 24 bound volumes of my works, 
including the eight volumes of the Archives of 
Dermatology, and some bound volumes of re- 
prints of journal articles. 

In 1910, on the return of Mrs. Bulkley and my- 
self from our trip around the world, to visit our 
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missionary son Constant in Siam, | issued a vol- 
ume of “Five Minute Bible Readings, from Gene- 
sis to Revelation, for private use and Family 
Worship,” which was sold out pretty quickly, and 
of which another edition is in press. 

In 1915 I published my first book on “Cancer, 
Its Cause and Treatment,” which was soon sold 
out, and in 1917 a second volume, with the same 
title, and in 1919 a third volume entitled the 
“Medical Treatment of Cancer,” composed 
largely of addresses made at Medical Societies in 
different States of the Union, and in 1921 a large 
octavo volume of 457 pages on “Cancer and its 
Non-surgical Treatment.” Finally in 1924 an 
octavo volume of 336 pages, entitled “Cancer of 
the Breast, with a Study of 250 cases in Private 
Practice.” All this involved the reading of some 
dozen books on cancer, with at least 5000 pages. 
I have also written some dozens of articles for ad- 
dresses and for medical journals, all on various 
aspects of cancer. 

On October, 1923, I started a new journal, en- 
titled “CANCER, a practical quarterly journal, 
devoted to the best interests of cancer’’; of this the 
October, January, April, and July issues are out, 
completing the first volume of 320 pages, also the 
October No., Vol. II., and that for January, now 
in type, with considerable material from the 
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United States, England, and Switzerland, in the 
different numbers. In the issues published thus 
far there are nearly 200 pages of my own writing. 
This has involved the reading carefully, making 
notes, of many hundred pages of books, in order 
to express a valuable editorial opinion in Reviews 
of their contents, Editorially and Clinical Re- 
ports. All this literary work is also the result of 
much prayer and constant help of God’s Holy 
Spirit, for I am confident that I never could have 
accomplished it alone. 


SOCIOLOGICAL 


F course all or most of my real sociological 
C) work has been done in my years of ma- 

turity, but in my boyhood days I was al- 
ways interested in the poor, and made many tene- 
ment house visitations in connection with my 
Sunday School work, etc. Very early in my 
married life my good wife and I took interest in 
the poor, and our Christmas celebration was com- 
monly with the children of mother’s protégés, 
wash-women, seamstresses, and others’ children, 
around the Christmas tree, and our children were 
taught the joy of giving them presents. 

In 1880, I called half a dozen of my friends and 
relatives together and after many meetings we at 
last succeeded in having the New York Skin and 
Cancer Hospital incorporated in 1882, and it 
was started in an ordinary small dwelling house, 
No. 233 East 384th Street, with 20 or 80 beds; 
for there was absolutely no hospital of the kind 
anywhere in the United States. We had practi- 
cally no money except $1000 which was given to 
me in a check to my own personal order, by the 
late Percy Pine, Sr. We soon organized an effi- 
cient Board of Governors, and an associate La- 
dies’ Board, which latter soon introduced the first 


“Kirmess” in this country, with which I had much 
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to do. This was organized by the late Mrs. James 
Speyer (who was then Mrs. John Lowery) and 
her friends, and the first one was a great success, 
at the old Delmonico building on 26th Street and 
Broadway. ‘This netted a goodly sum, and being 
repeated for several years supplied largely the 
funds for carrying on the work of the hospital. 
After a few years in our crowded quarters I 
devised the idea of having a County Branch for 
Chronic cases and Cancer, and being Chairman of 
a building committee I spent much time with a 
real estate agent, Mr. Joseph P. Day, in selecting 
a site. After inspecting many locations I found a 
tract of 17 acres near Fordham, on the east side 
of the Harlem River, with an old stone house on 
it, which belonged to the Loring Andrews estate. 
The price was $50,000, on which we were to pay 
$25,000, with $25,000 purchase money mortgage. 
When I had gone over the grounds I at once told 
the agent that we would take it, although we had 
absolutely no funds on hand; the committee agreed 
with me and our payment was secured before long, 
Mr. John Archbold, our President, and Mr. John 
D. Rockefeller assisting. Fitting up the old house 
as a hospital for skin patients, we socn got friends 
to build several separate one-story wooden houses 
for cancer patients, and an operating pavilion. 
After two or three years it was found that the 
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experiment of a County Branch was not very suc- 
cessful. The medical men and surgeons found it 
too difficult to attend regularly, and the governors 
and members of the Ladies’ Board seldom visited 
the place, and I was about the only medical at- 
tendant, while Mr. John E. Eustis, who lived near 
by, was about the only one to manage affairs for 
the Board. Accordingly, as I had engineered the 
purchasing transaction, I proposed that the place 
be sold, as real estate had advanced, and we soon 
sold it to the University of New York, where the 
Hall of Fame is, for nearly $200,000; and, paying 
off the $25,000 mortgage, we made nearly $175,- 
000, with which we bought land on 19th Street 
and 2nd Avenue, and built the present Skin and 
Cancer Hospital. Later several adjoining build- 
ings were bought, and altered, more than doubling 
the size of our plot, on which it is hoped to con- 
struct a larger hospital, when the funds can be 
accumulated. 

In this new building, soon after its completion, 
I began to give public lectures on Diseases of the 
Skin, on Wednesday afternoons, from November 
to May, free to the medical profession. These 
were very largely attended, often as many as 150 
crowding the room, which had seats for about 80; 
the only admission required was the visiting cards 
of the doctors attending, which were collected at 
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the door ; these were handed to me, and my private . 
secretary entered them alphabetically in books, 
so that ultimately, after 20 or 30 years, I had 
the names of many thousands of doctors, from 
every state in the Union, who happened to be in 
New York, and many from outside countries, who 
attended the free lectures here, and previously in 
the New York Hospital, for altogether over 40 
years. The lectures were stopped during the later 
years of the great war, as the room was needed 
for enlarged medical services, and later my medi- 
cal service in the hospital was stopped by the 
Board of Governors, on the instigation of the 
Medical Board. I have, therefore, had little to do 
with the hospital, except by attendance at the 
graduating exercises of the Bulkley Training 
School of Nurses each year, but I am still Senior 
Physician to the hospital, and member of the 
Board of Governors. The hospital continues its 
work, with ever increasing attendance of patients 
in the Out-Patient service. 

About 80 years ago I was elected a trustee of 
the American Savings Bank and was soon chosen 
as Second Vice-President, and have attended the 
monthly meetings very regularly, with much 
pleasure, and during my connection with the 
bank the deposits, which were less than a million 
dollars, have increased to over ten million, with at 
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present a very faithful and efficient Board. Sev- 
eral years ago I was dissatisfied with certain fea- 
tures of its management, and joined a small party 
of Trustees who, after several meetings, decided 
that it would be well to have a change of Presi- 
dents. I was selected to interview the President, 
who at once offered to resign, which he did at the 
next regular meeting, and with him a number of 
his friends on the Board; but these were soon re- 
placed by most excellent men, and now there could 
hardly be a better Board of intelligent, faithful 
men, thoughtful of the best interests and care for 
the funds of the many plain people who intrusted 
their savings to their care. Mr. William Camp- 
bell, who was chosen President, and has continued 
in office, and is altogether the best president we 
have had in these thirty years, and the bank has 
grown in public confidence and has greatly im- 
proved its property and banking facilities, and 
has received the constant approbation of the 
State banking authorities. 

- In 1876 I called a few doctors together who 
were interested in Diseases of the Skin, and we 
established the American Dermatological Associa- 
tion, which has ever since held Annual Meetings, 
and has been a large and prosperous Association, 
which has aided greatly in establishing derma- 
tology, as a recognized branch. 
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On October 12, 1923, I called together at the 
New York Academy of Medicine, a dozen or two 
medical men interested in cancer ard we formed 
the American Association for the Study and Cure 
of Cancer, of which I was elected President, with 
members in over half the states of the Union, and 
on June 11th we had the Annal Meeting in Chi- 
cago, with over 50 present, and a dozen new mem- 
bers were received. The new Journal, CANCER, 
is now published under the auspices of this asso- 
ciation. In 1910, soon after mother and I re- 
turned from around the world, at the request of 
a high officer in the Salvation Army, I went to 
Washington, D. C., and after several visits I was 
able to secure the release of John Early, who was 
held as a prisoner there, as he was suspected to 
have leprosy. After the expenditure of time and 
money, including that given and loaned to him, he 
was landed free in New York, on the written per- 
mission of the New York Board of Health. 

I have been able to subscribe regularly to the 
support of various philanthropic and religious 
associations, the Citizens’ Union, Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, The Museum of Natural History, 
The Zoological Society, The Horticultural Society, 
The Botanical Gardens, The Evangelical Com- 
mittee, The National Bible Institute, The Sabbath 
Committee, The Presbyterian Boards of Foreign 
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and Home Missions, The Biblical Seminary, The 
Salvation Army, and many other charitable and 
religious enterprises, etc. For a number of years 
I was treasurer of the Hebrew Christian Publica- 
tion Society, and a member of the Board of the 
Nile Mission Press, for Moslems, whose meetings I 
regularly attended. I was one of the earliest to 
associate with Mr. Robert McBurney, in the 
formation of the Young Men’s Christian Associa- 
tion, and went as representative of the Laymen’s 
Missionary Movement on my trip around the 
world, and wrote a report of my visit to many 
missionary stations, entitled “Personal Impres- 
sions Regarding Missions in the Far East,”’ which 
was published by the Association, and had a large 
sale. In all these things I have felt that all has 
been accomplished by the “hand of my God which 
was good upon me” (Nehemiah 2:18), and have 
given thanks and praise to His name, remember- 
ing that “The joy of the Lord is your strength.” 
Nehemiah 8:10, and “The Lord is the strength of 
my life,” Psalm 27:1. 


FINANCIAL 


Y father had a classmate at Yale College 
M in 1820, named Lucius Campbell Duncan, 
and I was named Lucius Duncan after 
him, and he gave me $1000, which my father in- 
vested, so that when I went to college it had prob- 
ably doubled, and paid my way through college; 
for my father had a moderate practice, and with 
his large family could not otherwise have given me 
this advantage, for which I have always been 
thankful to my Heavenly Father. 

When I graduated in medicine my graduation 
thesis took the Stevens triennial prize, of $200 
(given every three years, so it was providential 
that it came that year) ; this helped to send me to 
Europe to study; but I was very economical there, 
so that in Vienna it only cost me about one dollar 
a day for everything, lessons in German, fees for 
lectures, etc. I came back on a free passage, as 
assistant surgeon on a ship with over 1000 emi- 
grants. My father did not leave much money, and 
my share was $7000, with which I bought a house, 
with a mortgage, at 150 West 48th Street, and 
got married soon, on May 28, 1872. My practice 
came in very slowly, and within two years it 
seemed best to sell the house as it was in a bad loca- 
tion; in selling it I lost the $7000 entirely. While 
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there and for several years in another house, we 
kept boarders to meet our expenses. After board- 
ing a year or twoI rented a house at 1 East 33rd 
Street, where we took boarders also for some 
years, but my practice increased so that in about 
18 years I was able to buy a house (with a large 
mortgage) at 4 East 37th Street, where we lived 
also about 18 years. I had taken out a large 
insurance policy of $25,000 which was paid up in 
15 years, and was just enough to pay off the 
mortgage. Selling this, at very good advantage 
in 1902 I bought 581 Madison Ave., Cor. 54th 
St., where we lived again about 18 years, when 
it was sold, again at good advantage, in 1919, 
and after a year with Kathleen in Englewood, 
we moved to the present house which I had built 
in Riverdale, in October, 1920, and where we had 
our golden wedding in 1922. 

From my earliest days I have always saved 
money; at first actually putting all the pennies 
that came to me in a little tin bank, kept in my 
desk; later I saved the 5-cent pieces, and later 
the 10 cent, and when I had a few dollars, put it 
in a savings bank. Later I could put in other 
sums, 5 to 10 dollars, and have always done this, 
having over a dozen accounts in different banks. 
I never drew a cent from a savings bank except 
to pay on a house, or pay off a mortgage, but 
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when in real need of money I have for years bor- 
rowed on savings bank accounts, paying the bank 
of deposit later, and so redeeming the books from 
the banks. I have been able thus to buy several 
houses, which I have sold or exchanged at a profit. 
I have always believed greatly in savings banks, 
real estate, and life insurance, and advise all my 
family to do the same. 

By means of savings banks I was able to save 
small amounts, which I put in each quarter of the 
year, so that I had six accounts for the six chil- 
dren, which I made to amount to $1000 each, and 
these I gave to each child when they were married ; 
otherwise I would not have that amount in ready 
money at the time. At the birth of each child I 
started a bank account, in the name of the child, 
and by the small amounts added quarterly, with 
the interest, it reached the right sum by the time 
they were married. When Constant’s children were 
born, I started a savings bank for each of them, 
seven, which now amounts to considerable, and will 
be of service in the education of these missionary 
children. 

In buying at Riverdale, and building the house 
I was helped also by my own savings bank ac- 
counts, of which I had quite a number, borrowing 
on them, and then paying back as I had funds. 
I am happy to say that by the good hand of my 


FINANCIAL 39 


God I have been able to pay for everything, and 
have paid off the last mortgage on the property 
and also that borrowed on the Norfolk property, 
in this eightieth year of my age. I have also kept 
up some life insurances, which will be paid when I 
take my departure to a better land. 

In closing this account of a busy life I want 
you all to feel that it is “not by might, nor by 
power, but by my spirit saith the Lord of hosts” 
(Zechariah 4:6) that all this has been accom- 
plished. “In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and 
He shall direct thy paths,” Proverbs 3:6. I be- 
lieve I can truly say that for years I have prayed 
over everything I have done. Time and again 
when writing at my desk, both medical books, 
articles, and other matter, and in writing many 
letters, I have looked up, and asked in a silent 
or audible prayer, for wisdom to say just the 
right thing. When we started the new “American 
Association for the Study and Cure of Cancer,” 
in the New York Academy of Medicine building, 
on October 12, 1928, with a room partly full of 
doctors, some of them Jews, I opened the meeting 
with prayer, asking divine guidance and blessing 
on the undertaking, in the name of Jesus, for the 
benefit of humanity. So in all my movements, 
even in real estate matters, I have remembered 
the Scripture, Proverbs 3:5, “Trust in the Lord 
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with all thine heart, and lean not to thine own un- 
derstanding,” and I have, as you see, been greatly 
blessed. I can truly say with David, “My cup 
runneth over (Psalm 23:5). So my parting word 
to you all is “Search the Scriptures,” for it will 
be true to you as to me. “Thy word is a lamp unto 
my feet and a light unto my path,” Psalm 119:105. 
Read and commit to memory Joshua 1:8, and 
Psalm 27. , 

Finished this Sabbath Evening, July 18, 1924. 

I am appending to this some hymns which are 
my favorites, as expressing the yearning thoughts 
of those who have written them from their heart, 
many of which I repeat at night as I lay me down 
to sleep, and they serve to put me to sleep, often 
before I have finished. I love to emphasize the 
“I,” “me,” “myself,” etc., and so have had such 
references printed in red. 


me, 


HYMNOLOGY 


Come thou Fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace: 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above; 
Praise the mount! I’m fixed upon it, 
Mount of God’s unchanging love! 


Here | raise my Ebenezer: 
Hither by Thy help | come: 

And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God: 

He to rescue ™e from danger, 
Interposed his precious blood. 


O to grace how great a debtor, 
Daily ’m constrained to be! | 
Let Thy grace, Lord, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee. 
Prone to wander, Lord, ! feel it: 
Prone to leave the God | love: 
Here’s ny heart, O take and seal it, 
Seal it from Thy courts above. 
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Break Thou the bread of life, dear Lord, to me, 
As Thou did’st break the loaves, beside the 
sea ; 
Beyond the sacred page I seek Thee Lord, 
My spirit pants for Thee, O living Word! 


Bless Thou the truth to me, to me, to me, 
As Thou did’st bless the bread, by Gallilee ; 
Then shall all bondage cease, all fetters fall, 
And I shall find my peace, my all in all. 


Teach me to live, dear Lord, only for Thee, 
As Thy disciples lived, in Gallilee ; 
Then, all my struggles o’er, then victory won, 


I shall behold Thee Lord, the living One. 
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Spirit of God, descend upon my heart; 
Wean it from earth, though all its pulses 
move: ‘s 
Stoop tomy weakness, mighty as Thou art, 
And makeme love Thee as! ought to love. 


! ask no dream, no prophet-ecstasies, 

No sudden rending of this veil of clay, 
No angel-visitant, no opening skies, 

But take the dimness of my. soul away. 


Hast Thou not bid us love Thee God and King, 
All, all Thine own, heart, soul and strength 
and mind? 
| see Thy cross, there teachmy heart to cling: 
O letme seek Thee, and O letine find. 


Teach me to feel that Thou art always nigh: 
Teach me the struggles of the soul to bear, 

To check each rising doubt, each rebel sigh; 
Teach me the patience of unanswered prayer. 


Teack. me to love Thee as Thine angels love. 
One holy passion filling allmy frame, 

The baptism of the heaven-descended Dove, 
My heart an altar, and Thy love the flame. 
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My faith looks up to Thee, 
Thou Lamb of Calvary, 
Saviour divine: 
Now hear wwe while I pray, 
Take all my sins away, 
O let ine from this day, 
Be wholly Thine. 


May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart, 
My zeal inspire, 
As Thou hast died for me, 
O may my love to Thee, 
Pure, warm and changeless be, 
A living fire. 


While Life’s dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 
Be Thou iy guide; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrows tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray, 
From Thee aside. 


HYMNOLOGY 


When ends life’s transient dream, 
When death’s cold sullen stream 
Shall o’er me roll, 
Blest Saviour then in love, 
Fear and distrust remove; 
O bear me safe above, 
A ransomed soul. 
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Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 

From Thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 


Not the labor of my hands 

Can fulfill Thy law’s demands: 
Could my zeal no respite know, 

Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone, 

Thou must save, and Thou alone. 


Nothing in my hand I bring, 

Simply to Thy cross T cling; 
Naked come to Thee for dress, 

Helpless, come to Thee for grace; 
Foul I to the fountain fly, 

Wash me Saviour, or J die. 


While I draw this fleeting breath, 

When my eyelids close in death, 
When T soar to worlds unknown, 

See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 
Rock of Ages cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee. 
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Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high: 
Hide me O my Saviour hide, 

Till the storms of life be past: 
Safe into the haven guide, 

O receive my soul at last. 


Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee. 
Leave, oh! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring, 
Cover my defenceless head, 


With the shadow of Thy wing. 


Thou O Christ art all I want, 
All I need in Thee I find: 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
Just and holy is Thy name, 
1 am all unrighteousness, 
False and full of sin { am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 
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Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin, 

Let the healing streams abound 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee, 

Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. 


Sk 
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Nearer my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee! 

E’en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me: 

Still all my song shall be, 

Nearer my God, to Thee, 
Nearer my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 


Though like a wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone; 
Yet inmy dreams I'd be, 
Nearer my God to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 


There let the way appear, 
Steps unto Heaven, 
All that Thou sendest me 
In mercy given; 
Angels to beckon me, 
Nearer my God to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 
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Then with my waking thoughts, 
Bright with Thy praise, 
Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel I'd raise: 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer my God to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 


Or, if on joyful wing 
Cleaving the sky 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot, 
Upwards I fly 

Still all my song shall be 
Nearer my God to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 
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While Thee I seek, protecting Power, 
Be my vain wishes stilled ; 

And may this consecrated hour 
With better hopes be filled, 

Thy love the power of thought bestowed, 

To Thee my thoughts would soar, 

Thy mercy through my life has flowed, 
That mercy I adore. 


In each event of life how clear 
Thy ruling hand I see; 

Each blessing to my soul more dear, 
Because conferred by Thee. 

In every joy which crowns my days, 
In every pain | bear, 

My heart shall find delight in praise 


Or seek relief in prayer. 


When gladness wings my favored hour, 
Thy love my thoughts shall fill, 

Resigned, when storms of darkness lower, 
My soul shall meet Thy will. 

My lifted eye, without a tear, 
The gathering storm shall see 

My steadfast heart shall know no fear, 
That heart is stayed on Thee. 


“EBENEZER” 


I need Thee every hour, 
Most gracious Lord, 
No tender voice like Thine 


Can peace afford. 


I need Thee every hour, 
Stay Thou near by, 

Temptations lose their power 
When Thou art nigh. 


I need Thee every hour, 
Teach me Thy will, 

And Thy rich promises 
Inme fulfill. 


I need Thee every hour, 
Most Holy One, 
O make me Thine indeed, 
Thou blessed Son. 


Chorus 


I need Thee, OI need Thee, 
Every hour! need Thee; 

O bless me now my Saviour, 
I come to Thee. 


HYMNOLOGY 


Iam trusting in the cross, 

lam poor and weak and blind, 
fam counting all but dross, 

{shall full salvation find. 


Long myheart has sighed for Thee, 
Long has evil reigned within, 
Jesus sweetly speaks to me, 
I will cleanse you from all sin. 


Here I give my all to Thee, 

Friends and time and earthly store, 
Soul and body Thine to be, 

Wholly thine for evermore. 


In the promises [ trust, 
Now I feel the blood applied, 
[am prostrate in the dust, 
{with Christ am crucified. 


Chorus 


I am trusting, Lord, in Thee, 
Blest Lamb of Calvary, 

Humbly at Thy cross I bow, 
Save me Jesus, save me now. 
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Beneath the cross of Jesus 
{ fain would take my stand, 
The shadow of a mighty Rock, 
Within a weary land; 
A home within the wilderness, 
A rest upon the way, 
From the burning of the noon-tide heat, 
And the burden of the day. 


Upon that cross of Jesus, 
Mine eyes at times can see 
The very dying form of One, 
Who suffered there for me, 
And from my smitten heart, with tears, 
Two wonders [| confess, 
The wonder of His glorious love 
And iny own worthlessness. 


| take, O cross thy shadow 
For my abiding place, 
I ask no other sunshine than 
The sunshine of His face; 
Content to let the world go by, 
To know no gain nor loss— 
My sinful heart my only shame, 
My glory all the cross. 


HYMNOLOGY 


My Jesus, as Thou wilt; 
Oh may Thy will be mine; 
Into Thy hand of love 
I would my all resign. 
Through sorrow or through joy, 
Conduct me as Thy own 
And help me still to say, 
My Lord, Thy will be done. 


My Jesus, as Thou wilt; 
Though seen through many a tear, 
Let not my star of hope 
Grow dim or disappear ; 
Since Thou on earth hast wept, 
And sorrowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with Thee, 
My Lord, Thy will be done. 


My Jesus, as Thou wilt; 
All shall be well for me: 
Each changing future scene 
I gladly trust with Thee; 
Straight to my home above 
I travel calmly on, 
And sing in life or death— 
My Lord, Thy will be done. 
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O Jesus | have promised, 

To serve Thee to the end ; 
Be Thou forever near me, 

My Master and My Friend! 
| shall not fear the battle 

If Thou art by my side, 
Nor wander from the pathway 

If Thou wilt be my guide. 


O let. me feel Thee near me, 
The world is ever near. 
I see the sights that dazzle, 
The tempting sounds I hear; 
My foes are ever near me, 
Around .me and within, 
But Jesus draw Thou nearer, 
- And shield my soul from sin. 


Oh, let ™e hear Thee speaking, 
In accents clear and still, 
Above the storms of passion, 
The murmurs of self will. 
Oh, speak to reassure me, 
To hasten or control. 
Oh, speak and make me listen, 
Thou Guardian of ™y soul. 
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O Jesus Thou hast promised 
To all who follow Thee, 
That where Thou art in glory, 

There shall Thy servant be! 
And Jesus, [ have promised, 

To serve Thee to the end. 
Oh give me grace to follow 

My Master and my Friend! 


Oh, let mesee Thy foot-marks, 
And in them plant iineown; 

My hope to follow duly, 
Is in Thy strength alone. 

Oh, guide me,call me,draw me, 
Uphold ‘me to the end, 

And then in heaven receive ine. 
My Saviour and my Friend. 
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“EBENEZER” 


When all Thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys, 

Transported with the view I’m lost 
In wonder, love and praise. 


Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 


Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness [’|| pursue, 

And after death, in distant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 


Through all eternity, to Thee 
A joyful song I’ll raise, 
But O Eternity’s too short 
To utter all Thy praise. 
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Lead, kindly Light, amid th’ encircling gloom, 
Lead Thou me on; 

The night is dark, and 1 am far from home, 
Lead Thou me on. 

Keep Thou my feet, I do not ask to see 
The distant scene— 
One step enough for me. 


I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on; 

I loved to choose and see my path, but now 
Lead Thou me on; 

I loved the garish day, and spite of fears 
Pride ruled my will, 
Remember not past years. 


So long Thy power has blest me, sure it still 
Will lead me on 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone; 

And with the morn those blessed faces smile, 
Which I have loved long since, 
And lost a while. 
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He leadeth tme,Oh! blessed thought, 
Oh! words with heavenly comfort fraught; 
Whate’er Ido, where e’er Ibe, 
Still ’*tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 


Sometimes mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
Sometimes where Eden’s flowers bloom, 
By waters still or troubled sea, 
Still ’tis His hand that leadeth me. 


Lord, [would clasp myhand in Thine, 
Nor ever murmur or repine, 
Content, whatever lot Isee, 
Since ’tis my God that leadeth me. 


And when my task on earth is done, 
When by Thy grace the victory’s won, 
E’en death’s cold wave ! would not flee, 
Since God through Jordan leadeth me. 


Chorus 


He leadeth me! He leadeth me, 
By His own hand He leadeth me; 
His faithful follower I would be, 
For by His hand God leadeth me. 


HYMNOLOGY 


Dear Lord and Master mine, 
Thy happy servant see; 

My Conqueror with what joy divine, 
My soul still clings to Thee. 


I would not walk alone, 
But still with Thee my God; 
At every step my weakness own, 


And ask of Thee the road. 


That weakness I enjoy 
That castsme on Thy breast: 

The conflicts that Thy strength employ, 
Make me divinely blest. 


Dear Lord and Mastermine, 
Still keep Thy servant true; 

My Guardian andmy Guide divine, 
Bring, bring Thy pilgrim through. 
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Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 
Over life’s tempestuous sea ; 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rock and treacherous shoal; 
Chart and compass come from Thee, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 


As a mother stills her child, 

Thou canst hush the ocean wild; 
Boisterous waves obey Thy will, 

When Thou say’st to them “Be still.” 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 


When at last I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
*Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning on Thy breast, 
May I hear Thee say to me, 
Fear not I will pilot thee! 
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The Lord is myshepherd, 
I shall not want. 
He maketh me to le down in green pastures: 
He leadeth me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul: 
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness, 
for His name’s sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil: For Thou art with me: 
Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me. 
Thou preparest a table before me in the pres- 
ence of mine enemies: 
Thou anointest my head with oil, 
My cup runneth over. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life: 
And I will dwell in the house of the Lord 
forever.— Ps. X XIII. 
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